Juley*s, when she didn't realize that Tibb y had grown up.
It was coffee then, for he threw it down on purpose. There
was some rhyme, "Tea, coffee - coffee, tea/9 that she said
to him every morning at breakfast Wait a minute - how did
it go?'
e I know - no, I don't. What a detestable boy Tibby was! >
c But the rhyme was simply awful. No decent person could
have put up with it.9
'Ah, that greengage-tree/ cried Helen, as if the garden
was also part of their childhood. 'Why do I connect it
with dumb-bells? And there come the chickens. The grass
wants cutting. I love yellowhammers -'
Margaret interrupted her. ' I have got it/ she announced.
'Tea, tea, coffee, tea,
Or chocolaritee.
'That every morning for three weeks. No wonder Tibby
was wild/
* Tibby is moderately a dear now/ said Helen.
'There! I knew you'd say that in the end. Of course he's
a dear.5
A bell rang.
* Listen! what's that?5
Helen said, 'Perhaps the Wilcoxes are beginning the
siege.'
' What nonsense - listen!'
And the triviality faded from their faces, though it left
something behind - the knowledge that they never could
be parted because their love was rooted in common things.
Explanations and appeals had failed; they had tried for a
common meeting-ground, and had only made each other
unhappy. And all the time their salvation was lying round
them - the past sanctifying the present; the present, with
wild heart-throb, declaring that there would after all be a
future^ with laughter and the voices of children, Helen, still
smiling, came up to her sister. She said,' It is always Meg,'
They looked into each other's eyes. The inner life had
paid, '
Solemnly the dapper tolled. No one was in the front.
Margaret went to the kitchen, and struggled between
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